Synopsis of Preceding Chapters.
The story opens with o seene in the reg-
imental camp on Presidio Heights, overlook-
ing San Franelsco harbor. Rumors of mov-
ing orders to Manils and the arrival from
~ew York of lady visitors at headguarters
vary the morotony of exmp routine. The
visitors are In search of a runaway boy,
who is belleved to have enteres] the army,
amd Lisut, Gray, th2 most popalar young
rficer in his reglment, through a suppesed
aeqralntance with one of the visiting party,
Miss Amy Lawrenee, is envied by his fel-
lows, The party, escorted by Col. Arm-
gtrong, attenda a review on  the drill
grounds, and is disturbed by the sight of &
young prisoncr, who breaks away from his
guards near them, and by a collision among
the carriages. Mrs. tiarrison, an old ae-
gquaintance of Col. Armstrong, Is hurt. Pri-
vite Morton fis arrested on a charge of
stenling money. He appeals to Llent. Gray
of his fraternity for help, and Gray secures
tetail of guard over him. The troops
re to =ail for Manila. Mra. Gareison
s the Hal CUress Society and assisra at
the embarking. Young Morton and three
wther prisoners eseap> throngh = tunnel,
Groy s arrested, charged with having aided
the pirtsoners.
CHAPTER VI
Siecial circles at West Point at long, rare
fntervals ar: shocked by a scandal, and at
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short ones, say every other summer, are
stirred by some kind of a sensation, and
the “Fairv Sisters” were the sensation of
the vear "07. They came in July; they went
in September, and meanwhile they were
“on the go,” as they expressed it, from
morn till fate at nigl Phy=icaily they
were the lightest weigits known to the hop
room. Mentally, as thelr admirers in the
corps expressed it, “either of them can

take i full out of any woman at the Point,”
true of the elder,
husband was
Both were

= was especialiy

whose
« far west.
hair, with exqui-
with ov

ands and fest, pret-

faces, aud the younger, the

ma ng motth and
T ., of which she
has been previ-

ihe gen-

v gase of *h that of

pretty voung girl, the elder

- good feature=:; the vounger

allv dressad very

¥ mowns, and hars,
er shoes all of dezziing
verging for a change to

nv hus—but eulors, except for sashes
mmer shawls, seemed banished from
their wardrobes They danced divinely,
sntd corps, and ferrcd cadet part-
to the joy of the battalion. They rode

aad well, and had stunning hats
s, buat few cpportunities for dis-
reof. They came tripping down the
fresh

and b

the

from el every morning.

fuir ies. in time for pguard
43 ing any hour after that ceuld
be found chatting with cadet friends at the
i=i tent, strobling arm-In-arm abeut
el walks with some of their many
until time to dress for the even-

p. where they never missed a danc

rainy days, or on those evenin
was neither hop nor band prac-
ould Be found each in some
tedd, secluded nook about the

- west plazza or on the steps lead-
W to

Battery Walk,”
a =qguad of cadet

“{hain
e by

ricmdds, bat more quently in murmared
te with o v one cavalier In the
Mr=. Frank no member of the corps
emedd  espefla favored She was just
b LI Lo eVery one In the ease of her
* =ister—Aiss Terriss—there prasent-

luped a dashine g cadet captain

Hy econducied his cam-

it ded off almost all com-
presently aceorded the

. universaly acespte] theory

1 had wan the little Iady's heart.
tlrs=ervant  women—and what women are
el oh=ervant of each other?—declared both

sigi=rs o be desperate flirts.

Soeiety at the Point frowned wpon them
ar froy formal call or two,
o ! a thing they never |

nt in the least, or even to no-

Th : Werse never inv 1 ont to tea
or dinner on ihe post—salemn functlons no-
where near =o palatable as the whispered

homage of stalwart young marho d. *“Ni

= vet such a child she infinitely prefers
cadet soctety, and T always dkd llke boys.”
explyined Mrs. Garrlson. 8ome rather gayv
old bus used to run up Saturday after-

nothe Mary Powell and =pend Sun-
. the Point—Wall street men of fifty
wnid much fuere. “Dear cld friends of
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fatker Mrz. Frank used to say, “and
P've =stmply got to entertain them."” En-
tertained they certainly we for her wit
anmnd vivaecity were acknow 1 on every
iy, and o1 ria ned not only collectively.
bt i for she always managed (o
Eive ils hour's contidential chat, and
on the tys of their coming had no time
to =pare for cadet friend=. Moreover, she
alwavs drove down in the big “bus with
them Monday morning when the Powell
wis sighted coming along that elorfous

reach from Polopel's Island, and stood at
the edge of the wharf waving her tiny ker-
‘hief—even blowing falry Xissés to them as

enmed away. No wonder Nita Ter-
was frivolous and flirtatious with such

example, said soclety, and its frowns

w hincker when the Wh'te Sisters, the
Fairy Sisters—the *“Syiphites,” came in
view, DBut wng and fulminations both
f=11  harm! from the armor of Mrs.
Frank's gay Insouclance. Nita winced at
fir=t, but soon rallied and bore the slighta

r

i © permanent and semf-permanent resi-
dents as laughingly as did her more exe
vl Nlita, i1 expluined,
v ojust out of school, and Mrs, Frank
wis giving her this summer at the Point as

aister,

a great treat before taking her to the far
wost. where the elder sister must soon g
te join her husband. Evervbody knew
Fr inrrison. He had long been sta-
t! academy, and was a man uni-
Vi lked and respected—even very

hi regarded. Al of a =sudden the news
enn vtk to the Point a few months after
his return to his regiment that he was ae-
tuilly el to Wi " Terriz. Heot
i= of the rumor came the wed-
( Lisutenant Colonel and Mrs.
Terrias request the honor of vour Pries-
€nce at the marriazge of their danghter
Miurgaret to Lieut. Fronelzs Key Garrison,
—th 1'nited States Cavalry, at the Post
chapel, Fort Riley, Kansas, November —,
Ind—all in Tiffany's best style, as were the
sard= which accompanied the Invitation.
“"What a good thing for oid Bill Ter-
sald evervbody who Kknew that

mpecuriosity was due to the exactions
i exiravagancies of his wife and *Wit-
g And what a bad thing for Frank
Garrison!” was the ccho. His  Intimates
knew that he had “put by through econo-
my and self-denial about two thousand dol-
lars, the extent of bhis fortune outside of
his pay. “She’'ll make ducks and drakes of
it in the six weeks' honeymoon,” was the
contident prophecy, and she probably did,
for, despite the fact that he had =o recently
rejoined the reglment, “Witchie” insisted on
a midwinter run to New Orleans, Savan-
nah and Washington, and bore her lord,
but not her master. over the course in
triumph. To a student of human nature—
and fraiity, that union of a faded and
somewhat shopworn maid of twenty-seven
to an ardent and vigorous young soldier
many moons her junior was easy to ae-
eount for. One after another Witchie Ter-
riss had had desperate affairs with half a
dozen feilows, older or younger, in the
army and was known te have been en-
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gaged to five different men at dJdifferent
times, and believed to have been engaged
to two different men at one time. Asked
as to this by eone of her chums she was
reported to have replied: “Do you know I
believe it true; I had totally forgotten
about Ned Colston before NMr. Forman
had heen at the post a week. Of course
the only thing to do was to break with
both and let them start fresh.” But this
Mr. Colston, whose¢ head had been some-
what cieared by a month of breezy, health-
fal scouting, accepted only in pari—thal
part which ineluded the break. Forman
h:ad the fresh start and a walk over and
held the trophy just two months, when it

dawned upon him that Margaret loved
danecing far more than she did him—a
clumsy performer, and that she would

dance nlght after night, the lightest, dainti-
€5t creature in the hop room, and never
have a word or a look for him who leaned
in gloomy admiration against the wall and
never took his eyes off her. He hecame
jealous, moody, ugly-tempered and finally
had the good luck to get his conge as the
result of an attempt to assert himself and
limit her dances. She was blithe and ra-
diant and fancy-free when Frank Garrison
reached the post, a wee bit hipped, it was
whispered, because of the failure of a some-
what half-hearted suit of his in the far
east, and the fairy bounded into the dark-
ress of his life and fairly dazzled him.
Somebody had sald Frank Garrison bhad
maoney.

There is no need to tell of the disillusion
that gradually came. Frank found his
debis mounting up and his cares increas-
ing. She was all sympathy and regret
when he mentioned it, but—there were cer-
tain comforts, luxuries and things shs had |
always been accustomed to, and couldn’t
live without. Surely he would net have
her apply to papa. No, but—could she not
manage with a little less? He was willing
to give up his cigars (indeed, he had long
sinea done s0) and to make his uniforms
Iast a year longer—he who was in his day
the most carefully dressed man at the
Point. “Well—she thought perhaps he ouzht
to do that—besides—men’s fashions changed
but slowly, whereas wom=n's— “Well, I'd
rather be dead than out of style, Frank!"

And =o it went.

But if she did not love her husband. there
was one heing in whom her frivolous heart
was really bound up—Nita—her “baby
sister,” as she called her, and when Ter-
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with her charming little slster—that was
his lookout—but what, oh, what, might not
happen if the charming little sister were
to fali in love with that handsome saoldier
boy? At all hazards, even if she had to
whisk her away tomorrow, thiat had to be
stopped, and this very evening when they
went to their room Margaret spoke,

“Nita, Iif it were only for Mr. Latrcbe 1
should not care a spap of my fnger, but
it's you—you! I thought you had more
sense. 1 thought you fully understood that
you couldn’t afford to lose yourself a mo-
ment, and yet If ever a girl looked like
yvielding you did this very afternoon. For my
sake, for your own seke, Nita, don't let it
go any further—don't fall in love—here—
whatever you do.”

The younger sister stood at the dressing
tuble at the moment, her face averted. The
Mary Powell was just rounding the polnt
and the meliow, melodious notes of her bell
were still echoing through the highlands.
Nita was gazing out on the gorgeous ef-
fect of sunset light and shadow on the
ecastern cliffs and crags across the Hud-
son, a flush as vivid mantling her cheeks,
her lip quivering. She was making valiant
effarts to control herself before replying.

“I'm not In love with him,” she finally
said.

“Perhaps not—yet. Surely I hope not,
kut it looked awfully like it was coming.
And, Nita, you slmp'y mustn’t. You've got
to marry money if T have to stand guard
over you and see you do it—and you know
you can this minute, if you'll only listen.”

The younger girl wheeled sharply, her
eyes flashing. “Peggy, you promised me I
shouldn’'t hear that hateful thing agaln—
at least, not until we left here—and you've
Eroken your word—twice. You—"

“1t’s because I must. I can't see you
drifting—the way T did when, with your
youih ani advantages, you can pick and
choose, Colonel Frost has mines and
raoney all over the west, and he was your
shadow at the seashore, and al! broken up
—he told me so when we came here. Pad-
ay Lm{uhu is a beautiful boy without a
penny—"

‘"His uncle—" begun Nita feebly.

“'Ilis uncle has a sister to support besldes
Paddy's mother. His pay as brigadier 1n
the regular service is only fifty-five hun-
dred. He can’t have saved much of any-
thing in the past, and he may last a dozen
years yet or more. Even if he does leagve

erything then to Latrobe. v-ha:'}

] 8he couldn't go

| little fortune.

and it began to raln—a sudden, drenching
shower, and the little stranger from the
far west saw plainly enough that her host-
€sses, though presenting their friends after
our cheery American fashlon, were unable
to show her further attention, and the
newly presented—almost all women—said
"80 very pleased,” but falled to look fit,
or otherwise to anifest their pleasure.
the rain. The butler
cab. Bhe wouldn't sit
leeted. Bhe deliberate-
me. ‘““The ladles are

a charmingly ap-
13 know you can tell
s for dinner after 1 get
at 1Wih street at T:30.
ke a carriage to drive

had 'phoned for &
there alone and
ly signaied Mr.
all busy,” -she

pealing amile, **
me. I have to d
home and must
How long will 1

me there? Oh, & that your soclety pin?
Why, are you .in college? Why, I
thought—"'

That cab was tfNenty-five minutes com-
ing., and when it e Mr. Prime went with
it and her, vhong he had not left an in-
stant from the ment of her question.
Moreover, he disdoverad she was nervous
about taking thats carriage drive all alone
away up to 110th streel, yet what other
way could a girl go in dinner dresa. He
left her at her door with a reluctantly given
permission to return in an hour and escort
her to the distant home of her friends and
entertainers. He drove Lo the Waldorf and
had a light dinner with a half pint of hock,
devoured her with his eyes as they drove
rapldly northward, went to 2 Harlem thea-
ter while she dined and forgot him, and
was at the carrlage dgor when she came
forth to be driven home. Seven hours or
less “had done the business’ so far as
Gouverneur Prime was concerned.

it was the boy's first wild infatuation—as
mad, unreasoning, absurd, yet intense, as
was ever that of Arthur Pendennis for the
lovely Fotheringay. Margaret Garrison had
never seen or known the like of it. She had
fascinated others for a time, had kindled
love, passion and temporary devotion; but
this—this was wership, and it was some-
thing so sweet to her jaded senses, some-
thing so rich and spontanecus that she gave
herself up for a day or two to the delight
of studying it. Here was a glorfous voung
athlete whose eyes followed her every move
and gesture, who hung about her in utter
captivation, whose voice trembled and whose
eyes Implored, yet whose strong, brown,
shapely hand never dared so much as touch
hers, except when she extended it in greet-
ing. He was to accompany his father and
sister to Europe in a week, so what harm
was there; he would forget all about it. He
knew now she was married. He was pre-
sented to Nita, but had hardly a word and
never a look for her when Margaret was
near. He was dumb and miserable all the
day they drove in the park and later dined
at Delmonico’s with Col. Frost. He was
sfck, ev:n when mounted on his favorite

{ English thoroughbred and scampering about

the bridle path for peeps at the drives,
when she was at the park again with that
gray-haired reprobate, that money shark—
Cashton, a Wall street breker, blackballed
at every deceat club In New York. Why
should she go with him? §le had been
muost kind, she said, in the advice and aid
he had given her in the investment of her
She tald the lie with down-
ast eyes and cheeks that hurned, fo

e L

it the day I drove with you—" (“He was a
blackguard to take you there!" burst in
Prime, the blood bolling in his veins.)
“Then he walted and waited and he went
to hurry them, and then he came back and
said they had found mpre serious damages
—that it would take an hour, and meantime
dinner had been ordered and was served.
He had telephoned to you and the butler
had answered all right.” *“He's a double-
dyed lar,” raved ‘“‘Gov,” furiously. “And
s0 what could 1 do, Gov? The dinner was
delicious, but I couldn't eat a mouthful."
(This time®it wasn't Cashton who lied). “'I
was worrying about you, and—and—about
myself, too, Gov. I had set my heart on
going with you. It was to be almost our
last evening. Oh, if you only didn't have
to saill Saturday, and could be here next
werk, vou dear boy, you should have no
cause for complaint! Wonr't you try to for-
give me?"

And, actually, tears stood in her eyes,
as again she hekl out both hands. They
were the only people in the parlor, and in
an finstant, with quick, sudden, irresistible
acticn “he had clasped and Jdrawn her o his
breast, and though she hid her face and
struggled, passionate kisses were printed on
her dishexeled hair. It was the first timo
he had dared. -

And then he did not sail Saturday. Prime
Senlor was held by most important busi-
ness. They gave up the Saturday Cunar-
der and took the midweck White Star, and
those four additional days riveted poor
Gov's chains and left her well-nigh breath-
less with excitement. The strain had been
intense, It was all she could do to make
the boy try to behave in a rational way in
the presence of others. When alone with
her he raved. A fearful load was lifted
from her spare little shoulders when the
Teutonic sailed. Even Nita had waorried
and had =seen her sister's worry. Then no
sooner did *‘Gov" reach Europe than he
began writing 'mpass‘oned letters by every
steamer, but that wasn't go bad. She had
several masculine correspondents, some of
whom wrote as often as orank, but none of
whom, to do her justice, got letters as
often as he did, which, however, was say-
ing little, for she hated writing. Gov was
to have stayed abroad three months, pilot-
ing the pater and sister about the scenes
so familiar to him, but they saw how ner-
vous and unhappy he was. They knew he
was writing conctantly to some one. Mil-
dred had long since divined that there was
a girl at the bottom of it all, and longed
and strove to find out who she was.
Through the last of June and all through
July he resolutely stood to his promise. and
did his best to be loving and brotherly to
a loving and devoted sister and dutiful to
a most indulgent father. But he grew
white and worn and haggard, he who had
been fuch a pleture of rugged health, and,
in her utter innocence and ignorance as to
the being on whom her brother had lav-
ished the wealth ‘of his love, Mildred began
to ask herself should she not urge her
father to let Gov return to America. At
last, one sweet July evening, late in the
month, the brother and sister were wan-
dering along the lovely shore of Lucerne.
He had besn unusuvally fitful, restless and
moody all day No letter had reached him
in over a fortnight, and he was miserably
unhappy. They stopped at a grassy bank
Yt ran down to the -pplag water's edge,

IN THE PATHWAY STOOD

rles, the calonel, went the way of all flesh,
preceded only a few months by the wife of
his bosom, the few thousands in life insur-
ance he had managed to maintain went to
the two daughters. Not one penny was
ever lald out in payment of the debts of
either the father or husband. Nita was
sent to an extravagant finlshing school in
Gotham,and along in May of the young girl’s
gradusting vear bllthe 1ittle Mrs. Garrison
arrived, fresh from the far west, and aftor
a fow weeks of sight seeing and shopping

the sisters appeared at the Point, even
half-mourning by this time discarded. Thir-
teen years' Jdifference was there in the

ages of the “fairy sisters,”” and not a =onl
sh:ve those who krew them in former davs
on the frontier would have suspected it
Mrs. Frank in evening dress didn’'t look
GVAT twenty.

One lovely evening early in August, just
about the time that Cadet Captain Latrobe
began to show well to the front in the run
for the prize, the two sisters had gone to
their room at the hotel to dress for the
hop. It was their custom to disappear
from public gaz® about 6 o’'clock, and when
they came fHoating down the stairs in
filmy, dfaphanous clouds of white, the
halls were well filled with impatient cava-
liers In the natty eadet uniform, and with
women “walting to see.”” Then the sisters
would go inte the dining room and have
some light refreshment, with a glass of
iced tea—and no matter how torrid the heat
or how flushed and dragged other women
might look, they were inviting pictures of
ell that was ever fresh, cool and fragrant.

The two fiuffy blonde heads waould be
huddled close together a2 minute as they
studied the bill of fare., and virtuous ma-
trons at other table fanning vigorously,
would sniff and =a “All for effect. They
know that supper bill by heart. It never
changes.” All the same, at the bottom of
this publie display of sisterly devotion and
harmony, and in spite of oceasional tiffs
and differences, there was genuine affec-
tion on both sides, for as a child Nita had
adored Margaret, and there could be no
daubting the elder’s love for the child.
Some regimental observers zaid that every
bit of heart that elder Terriss girl had was
wriapped up in the little one. Nelther girl,
even after Margaret’s marriage, would lis-
ten to a word In disparagement of the
other, but in the sanctity of “the sisterly re-
treat on the third floor of the old hotel
there orccurred sometimes spirited verbal
tilts that were quite distinetly audible to
passers-by In the corridor, provided they
cared to listen, which some of them did.
O'n thls especial Ausgust evening Mrs. Frank
was In an admonitory frame of mind. They
had known Mr. Latrobe barely three wesks,
and yet as Mrs. Frank was sauntering
around a turn in Flirtation Wark, leaning
on the arm of the cadet adjutant, there in
the pathway right ahead stood Nita, a
lovely Httle pleture, with downeast eyes,
and “Pat"” Latrobe bending over her, with
love ana passion glowing Iin his handsome
face, pleading eagerly, *clinglng fervently
to both her tiny, white-gloved hands. Mrs.
Garrison saw it all in the flash of a second,
the adjutant not at all, for with merry
laughter =he repeated some words he had
just spoken, as though they were about
the wilttiest, funniest things In the world,and
looked frankly up Into his eyes, ag tho
ha were the best and brightest man ]
had met in years—so his eyes were riveted,
and the tableau had time te dissolve. All
the same, that sight gave Mrs. Garrison
rather more than a bad quarter of an hour.

She was infinitely worried. Not because
Pat Latrobe had fallen desperately in love
—

NITA WITH DOWNCAST REYES.

meantime? Don’t be a fool, Nita, because T
was. I had to be. Tt was that or nothing,
and father was getting tired. You heard
huw he talked.”

The younger sister was still at the dress-
ing table diligently brushing her shining,
curly tresses. She had regained her com-
posure and was taking occasional furtive
peeps at Mra. Frank, now seated at the
foot of the bed, busy with a buttonhook
and the adfustment of a palr of very dainty
hoots of white kid, whose buttana gleamed
like pearls. The mates to them, half a
size smaller, peeped from the tray of Nita's
new trunk.

‘“Ther: came a footstep and a rap at the
deor. ““See what it Is, Nita, there's a love
—I don't want to hop.”

It was a eard—a new arrival at the hotel.
“Gentleman sald he'd walt in the parlor,
m,"" =sald the bell boy and vanished. Nita
glariced at the eard and Instant troub'e
stood in her paling face. Silently Mrs. Gar-
rison held out her hand, took the card
and one quick look. The buttonhook drop-
ped from her relaxed fingers. The card
read:

“Mr. Gouverneur Prime.”

Far a second or two the slsters gazed at
each other In silence.

At last the elder spoke. “In heaven's
name, what brings that absurd boy back
here? I thought him safe in Europe.”

CHAPTER IX.

One of the most charming writers of our
day and generation has declared that *‘the
truest blessing a girl ean have" s *the
ingenucus devotion of a young boy's
heart.” Nine mothers In ten will probably
take issuc with the gifted author on that

point, snd, though no longer a young girl
in years, whatever she might be in looka,
Margaret Garrison would gladly have
sent the walting gentleman to the right
about. for, though he was only twenuy,
"Gov'" Prime, as a junior at Columbia, had
been irgenuously devoled to the little lady
from the very first evening he saw her. A
boy of frank, impulsive nature was “Gov"
—a boy still, in spite of the budding mus-
tache, the twenty summers and the barely
passed ‘“exam'’ that wound up the junior
vear and entitled him to sit with the senlors
when the great university opened its doors
in October. Studies he hated, but tennis,
polo, ericket, riding and dancing were
things he loved and excelled in. Much of
his hovhood had been spent at ane of those
healthy, hearty English schools, where all
that would cultivate physical and mental
manhood was asslduously practiced, and
all that would militate against them was
as rigorously “‘tabooed.”

At the coming of his twentieth birthday
that summer his father had handed him
his check for $5,000—the paternal expres-
sion of satisfaction that his boy had never
smoked pipe, clgar or cigarette—and the
same week “Gov'" had carried off the blue
ribbon with the racquet, and the second
prize with the single sculls. It was dur-
Ing the “exams,” the first week i{n June,
when, dropping in for B o'clock tea on
some girls whom he had known for years,
he was presented tp this witching little
creature whose name he dldn't even catch.
“We met her away out at an army post
in Wyoming when papa took us to Califor-
nia last year,” was whispered to him, “‘and
they cntertalned us so cordially, and, of
course, we sald If ever you come to New
York you must be sure to let us know—
and she did—but—"' and there his informant
paused, dublous. came Iin,

of that lttle fortune was already frittered
away, and Cashton's reports seemed to re-
quire many personal visits that had set
tongues wagging at the hotel, so muech fre-
quented of the army, where she had taken
a room until Nita should have been grad-
uated and they could go to the seashore.
She had promised to be at home to her
boy adorer that very evenlng and to go
with him to Daly's, and he had secured the
seats four days ahead. Poor “Gov" had
trotted swiftly home from the park, striv-
ing to comfort himself over his bath and
irreproachable evening clothes, that there,
with her by his side, the wild jealousy of
the day would vanish. Sharply on time
he had sent up his card and listened, in-
credulous, to the reply: ““Mrs. Garrison has
not yet returned.”” He would wait, he said,
and did wait, biting his nails, treading the
floor, fuming in doubt and despair until
nearly 10, when a carriage dashed up to
the ladies’ entrance and that vile Cashton
handed her out, escorted her in and van-
ished. Bhe came hurrying to her boy lover
with both little hands outstretched, with a
face deeply flushed and words of pleading
and distreas rushing from her lips. *[n-
deed I could not help it, Gov,” she cried.
“I told him of my engagement and said
we must not go so far, but away at the
north end something happened, I don't
know what, a wheel was bent and the
harness wrenched by too shert a turn on a
stone post at a corner. Something had to
be repaired. They said it wouldn't take ten
minutes, and he led me out and up to the
plazza of that big hotel—you know, we saw

and she seated herself on a stone ledge,
while in reckless abandonment he threw
himself full length on the dewy grass. In-
stantly the last doubt vanished. Bending
over him, her soft hand caressing his hair,
she whispered: "Gov, dear boy, is it so VEry
hard? Would you like to go to her at
once?"'

And the boy buried his face In her lap,
twined his arms about her slender walst,
and almost groaned aloud as he answerod:
“For pity's sake, help me if you can, Mil-
dred: T'm almost mad.”

Early in August the swiftest steamer of
the line was splitting the Atlantic surges
and driving hard for home, with Gov curs-
ing her for a canal boat. The day after he
reached New York he had traced and fol-
lowed the White Sisters to West Point, and
Margaret Garrison stared in mingled delight,
triumph and dismay at the card in her hand.
Delight that she could show these exclu-
sive Pointers that the heir to one of the
oldest and best names In Gotham's four
hundred was a slave to her beck and call;
dismay to think of the scene that might
occur through his jealousy when he saw
the devoted attentions she received from so
many men—officers, civilians and ecadets.
0ld Cashton came up now as regularly as
Saturday night came around—and there
were others. Margaret Garrison was more
talked about than any woman in Orange
county, vet, who could report anything of
her beyond that she was a universal favor-
ite, and danced, walked, possibly firted,
with a dozen different cavaliers every day
of her life? There were some few among
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her accusers, demure and most proper—
even prudish—women, of whom, were the
truth to be told, so little could not te said.

“Gov" Prime took the only kind of roem
to be had in the house, so full was it—a
little seven by ten hox on the ofiice floor.
He would have slept in the coal bin rether
than leave ner. He saw her go off to the
hop looking radlant, glancing back over her
shoulder and smiling sweetly at him. ITe
rushed to his trunk, dragged out his even-
ing clothes, and stood at the wall looking
on until the last note of the last dance—he,
a noted german leader in the younger set
and tha best dancer of his yeara in Goth-
am. Not sno much as a single spin had he,
and he longed to show those tight-waisted,
button-bestrewed fellows in gray and white
how little tney really knew about dancing,

well as many of them appeared on iLe
floor. His reward was tendered as the hop
broke up. She eame glding to him wiih

such witchery in her upraised faca. “Now,
sir, it is your turn. 1 couldn’t give you u
dance, for my card was made out days azo,
but Mr. Latrobe was glad enovzgh to get
rid of taking me home. He {s daft about
Nita, and, of course, she can’'t let him take
her to more than one hop a weel. Mo
Stanton Is her escort tonizht.”
Then she placed her lHtile hand on his
arm, and drew herself ro his =ide, and
when he would have followed the others,
zoing straight across the hroad plain to the
lights at the hotel, turned him to the left.
“I'm going to take vou all the way roand,
gir,"”” she said, joyously. “Then we can be
by ourselves at least ten minutes jonger ™
And =0 began the second perlod of Gouv-
erncur Prime’s thralldom. A young civillan
at the Point has few opportunities at any

time, but when the lady of his love i= a
belle in the corps, he would much better
take a long ocean voyage than be where

he could hear and see and live In daily tor-
ment. One comfort came to him when he
could not be with Mrs. Garrison {(who
naively explained that *Gov" was such a
dear boy and they were such stanch
friends, real comrades, you know), He
had early made the acquaintance of Puat
Latrobe, and there was a bond of sympa-
thy between them which was none the less

strong because, on Prime's side, it could
neither be admitted nor alluded to—that
they were desperately in love with the

sisters, and it was not long before it be-
gan to dawn on Prime that pretty 1ittle

while assuring her guardian sister that
ghe had only a mild interest in Latrobe,
she was really losing or had last her heart
to him, and in every way In her power
was striving to conceal the fact from Mar-

garet, and yvet mneet her lover at hours
when she thought it possible to do =0
without discovery. As the friendship

strepgthened between himself and Latrobe
they began using him as Cupld’'s postman,
and many little notes and some big ones
found their way to and from the 4th .li-
vision of cadet barracks. Mrs. Frank was
only moderately kind to her ecivilian adorer
then, granting him only one dance at each
hap, and going much with other men, but
that dance was worth seeing. Prim«'s
was the only black “claw-hammer” in the
room, and therefore conspicuous, and ca-
dets—who know a good thing when they
see it—and many a pretty girl partner,
would draw aside to watch the perfection
of their step and the exquisite ease with
which they seemed to float through space,
circling and reversing and winding among
the other dancers, he ever alert, watch-
ful, quick as a eat and lithe and strong
as a ponther—she all vielding, lissome, airy
grace. That dance was “Gov'' Prime's re-
ward, and almost only reward for hours of
Impatient waiting. Other women, charm-
ing and pretty and better women, would
gladly have been his partners. Some two
ur three whom he met at the hotel even
intimated as much. But not until Lady
Garrison told him he must—to protect her
from scandal—did he ask another to dance.
At last came the end of the summer's en-
campment, the return of the corps to bar-
racks and studies, one blissful week in
which he was enabled to spend several un-
interrupted hcurs each day at her side,
and then a cataclvsm. A letter intended

only for Nita's hands fell into those of
her sister. It was bulky. It was from
Latrobe. She hesitated only a moment,

then, with determination in her eyes, open-
ed and read—all. Two days after Nita was
whisked away to New York, and within
another weeck, leaving two most discon-
solate swains on the Hudson, the sisters,
one of them bathed in tears, went spin-
ning away to the west, where Frank Gar-
rison was on duty at department head-
quarters. Prime was permitted to write
once a fortnight (he sent a volume), and
Latrobe forbidden, but already the poor
boy owned a thick packet of precious mis-
sives, all breathing fond love and prom-
ising utter constancy, though she had to
wait for him for years. For a month Nita
would hardly speak to her sister, but in
October there were lovely drives, picnics
and gayeties of all kinds.

There were attractive young officers and
assiduous old ones, and among these lattor
was Frost, with his handsome gray mus-
tache and distinguished bearing, and that
alr of conscious success and possession
which some men know so well how to as-
sume even when their chances are slim-
mer than my lady’s hand. The sisterly
breach was healed before that beautiful
month was over. Frost dined at the Gar-
risons’ four times a week, and drove Miss
Nita behind his handsome bays every day
or two, In November he asked a question.
In December there was an announcement
that called forth a score of congratulations
around headquarters, and in January the
wedding cards went all over the Union—
some to West Point, but to Latrobe, who
had been leoking Il and anxious for six
weeks, said his classmates, and falling off
fearfully In his studles, sald his professors,
only a brief note inclosing his letters and
begging for hers. At reveille next morning
there was no captain to recelve the report
of roll call from the first sergeant of Com-
pany B. “Where's Latrobe?’ sleeplly
asked the officer of the day of the cadet
first lieutenant. “I dn' know,” was the
answer, and to the amazement of Latrobe's
room mate, who had gone to bed and to
sleep right after taps the night before, they
found evidence that “Pat'’ had left the
post. He had not even made down his
bedding. His cadet wuniforms were all
there, but a suit of civillan clothes, usually
in a snug package up the chimney, that
had been used several times “running it"”
to the hotel after taps in August, was now,
like its owner, missing. After three dawys’
walting and frultless search the superin-
tendent wired Latrobe's uncle and beat
friend, old General Drayton, and that was
the last seen or heard of "Pat.” In the
spring and ahead of time his class was
graduated without him, for the war with
Spain was on. In the spring an irate and
long-tried father was upbralding another
only son for persistent failures at college.
“Gov Prime will get the sack, not the
sheepskin,” prophesied his fellows. And
then, somehow, somewhere, the father
heard it was a married woman with whom
his boy was po deeply in love, and there
were bitter, bitter werds on both sides—

-

80 bitter that when at last he flung him-

Nita was playing a double game—that even |

self out of his father's study Gov Prime
went stralght to Mildred's room, eilently
kissed her and walked out of the house.
This was in April. The next heard of him
he had enlisted for the war and was gone
to San Francisco with his regiment, with
the prospect of service in the Philippines
ahead of him, but that was full four
months after his disappearamce. Thither,
late in July, the father followed, bringing
Mildred with him, and—the reader knows
the rest.

PATHETIC CHINESE INCIDENT.
A Mother's Attempt to Dispel the
Blindness of Her Child.

From Lippincoit’'s Magazine.
This 1s what the Fair Samaritan saw

after she had climbed the dark stalrs be-
hind the store and pecped into a room that
was in semi-darkness, while she repressed
Liee Chung with a warning finger that en-
| forced silence. It was a room of consider-
able dimensions, with a low ceiling. The
windows were so ill-placed, besides being
barricaded, that the room was in twilight
gloom, although the day was bright with-
out. Its furniture was curiously disposed
close against the walls, thus leaving a wide
space in its midst. And in the room the
woméan Suey Yep was taking part with the
little Lee Moy in what was evidently a
daily oveurrence.

With palms folded suppliantly before her,
she regarded Lee Moy with a look of in-
expressible love tinged with sadness. Hoe
was hitting wildly about him with a toy
whip, and shouting angrily, bis language
being punctuated by strong Anglo-Saxon
expletives.

“I)—n wou, mother!
sun?"'

She submitted with the patience of an
oriental to the imperious language of my
lord, her Man-Child.

“Oh, son of mine,”" she replied, with in-
finite tenderness; “the sun is still at Pekin,
drying his hair—for he hath but now risen
from his ocean bed. When he hath had
his morning meal, and washed his face
with dew and decked himself with mari-
golds, he will mount clouds of purple and
gold and amber and come to San ¥Fr¥u-
elsca.™”

“Do they of Pekin se¢ more of hil?ﬂha.n
we do?'

“*Yes., son—oh. would we were
she sobbed; “for the sun always
there, but here it is mostly dark.”

“We will go there, mother, at once!”
held up his hand for his mother to takg.

“Bat it is a long and stony road from
here to Pekin, and we must eat and drink
before we start.”

She led him to a lttle table, and set
cikes before him, and a cup of tea—which
she fortified with a generous draught of
sam shu.

When he had satisfied his appetite, she
prepared him another cup similarly sophis-
ticated, and set it before him.

“Drink onee more," she said, “for when
we have left San Francisco we shall have
no more tehah (tea) till we reach Pekin.”

And the little man drank as he was di-
rected, and prepared for his daily flight
acrozs—ihe world.

Why cometh not the

thwre!”
shines

He

sl
A Canse of Snap Jodgment.
rom the New Orlenns Times-Democrat.

“1 recelved a valuable lesson In taking
snap judgment the othlter day.” sald a re-
tall merchant of this eity. *I had managed
to get gome palnt on my hands from a
marking brush, and stepped Into a hotel
where T am well known to wash it off. Ie-
fore proceeding with the serubbing I took
off my ring. which, as vou see, is rather a
handsome solitaire, and hung It on the fau-
cet, When I went away I forgot to put it
on, and didn’'t observe the fact until a
guarter of an hour later, when I was in the
place of a friend several blocks away. Of
course, I rushed back Immediately, and,
just as | feared, there was no sign of the
ring in the lavatory. A porter happened to
pass while I was searching, and he told me
that he had s<en one of the bell boys take
a ring from the faucet a moment or two
before and at once slip out of the house by
the back way. He gave me the name of
the boy, and 1 started instantly to raise
an alarm. As I went through the office 1
told the clerk in a loud velee, audible to a
I dozen people standing around, that the boy
had stolen my ring, and I wanted him ar-
rested on sight. Then I tore out and gave
the same word te a couple of policemen
and some people I knew in the adjacent
shops. Inside of ten minutes T made a
pretty thorough tour of the nelghborhood,
telllng everybody to look out for the thief.
Then I went to my store, hot and excited,
and there stood the bell boy, with my ring
in his hand. He had recognized It as my
property, and came over at once to deliver
it. Really, I cannot describe my mortiflca-
tion and chagrin. Here I had branded the
poor little chap as a thief, auad spread
broadcast a story that I can probably never
wholly recall. Nobody can ray how long
an unlust suspicion will attach to him in
the neighborhood as a consequence of my
folly. I gave him 3§10, and have done what
I could to repair the mischief. The lesson
was one I shall never forget.”
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She Forgot Her Hatpin.

From the Baltimore Sun.
Two married ladies of the northern see-
tion of the city are regular attendants at
the theater on certain nights each week.
Their husbands, owing to the naturé of
their occupations, are unable to accompany
them, so they go alone.
One of the ladies resldes three squares
from the cars and the other nearly two
squares, both on the same street. The lady
who lives furthest from the cars was asked
by her hushand if she was not afraid to
walk the distance alone.
“Afraid,”” she answered, “do you sees
that?" producing a wicked-looking, long
hatpin. “If any man should address me 1
would stab him."
One dark night recently the two wilves
alighted from the car at thelr usual nlace
and started homeward, cheerfully chatting
about the play. They had gone half a
square when a man suddenly appeared
from an alley. His hat was slouched over
his eyes. At a glance the ladles concluded
he was a suspiclous character. They slow-
ed up to let him get past, but he slowed up
also. Then they walked faster; he did the
same., As they neared the home of one of
the ladies the man was very close to them.
The one who had boasted of what she
would do when an opportunity occurred
for the use of the hatpin broke In a dead
run for the middle of the street, down
which she hurried like a wild gazelle. After
she had gone fifty or sixty feet a familiar
voice rang out: “Say, Nan, whére's your
hatpin?’ It was her husband. She still de~

clares that It was the
husband ever did
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